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bad evening. We came home by bus. I am now getting to
the end of " Peter Simple ". There is a wonderfully sly bit of
social satire in this work ; comic description of a negro religious
meeting in Barbados, followed immediately by a comic letter
from an Irish priest. The juxtaposition shows that there is
nothing to choose between the nigger parson and the Irish priest.
Wednesday, January xxth.
Ivor Nicholson carnc for tea at 5.15, and wanted six more articles
for Hearsts: but only the English rights thereof. So I refused.
I said I would write for 2$. a word and return to Hearsts all I
received by selling the articles on my own in U.S.A. He offered
me a Hearst luncheon, grand and celebritous, to celebrate my
40th year in London, 1929. I said : " You couldn't give it me."
The Daily News rang up to say that Hardy was dead, and
would I say something. I wouldn't. But I decided that I
must get up early to-morrow, and write a Standard article on
Hardy to take the place of the one on Gilbert Murray.
Thursday, January xzth.
Rose at 5.50. Began to write an article on the late Hardy at
6, and finished it at 8.30. At 9.5 an Evening Standard messenger
came to fetch it in a taxi.
Friday, January i^th.
Lunch with Page, Gardiner, Leif Jones, Walter Roch, and
Hedley. Afterwards Wallace, Phillipps, James O'Connor and
others joined us. There was some of the best talking I have
heard even at the Reform Club, especially in appraising the
characters of John Simon, Herbert Samuel, etc. T. S. Eliot
and Humbert Wolfe came for a later tea to discuss with me the
future of the New Criterion. Their real object was to find out
whether I would find capital.
Robert Nichols came in after dinner bearing a book for me
from Jacques Blanche. We heard the Symphony Concert on
the wireless, and it was very good. Harty conducting. Nichols
was in a swearing mood. Nurse was present. He said, of
Wagner: " Blast his bloody eyes. I rage against him, but he
always gets me."
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